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PREFACE. 


These  Tunes,  although  written  for  special  requirements, 
may,  I  hope,  be  found  generally  useful.  Each  tune  was  com- 
posed for  the  hymn  to  which  it  is  here  assigned;  and  my 
endeavour  has  been  that  the  music  should,  as  far  as  possible, 
be  a  true  interpretation  of  the  words.  In  many  cases,  however, 
other  words  of  a  similar  character  may  be  appropriately  sub- 
stituted. 

Only  let  me  earnestly  impress  upon  all  who  use  this  little 
volume,  what,  in  my  humble  opinion,  is  the  golden  rule  of 
Hymnody,  viz.,  whilst  avoiding  "  all  slowness  approaching  to 
a  drawl,"  to  be  equally  careful  not  to  fall  into  the  opposite 
extreme. 

A  double  bar  is  put  generally  at  the  end  of  each  line  of  the 
hymn,  not  to  indicate  a  pause,  but  merely  to  assist  in  guiding 
the  eye. 

P.  H.  DIEMEE. 

Bedfobd,  March  25th,  1870. 
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Hymn  6, 


Slow. 


Small  note  for  last  verse  only. 
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THE  Lord  will  come !  the  earth  shall 
quake, 
The  hills  their  fixed  seats  forsake ; 
And,  withering  from  the  vault  of  night, 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

The  Lord  will  come !  but  not  the  same, 
As  once  in  lowly  form  He  came ; 
A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
The  bruised,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

The  Lord  will  come  !  a  dreadful  form, 
With  WTeath  of  flame  and  robe  of  storm, 
On  cherub  wings  and  wings  of  wind, 
Anointed  Judge  of  human  kind. 


Can  this  be  He,  Who  wont  to  stray, 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway, 
By   power  oppressed,   and  mocked  by 

pride, 
The  ISTazarenc,  the  Crucified  ? 

0  King  of  Mercy,  grant  us  power 
To  stand  in  that  tremendous  hour ; 
Before  Thy  wrath  when  sinners  flee, 
Vouchsafe  to  gather  us  to  Thee. 

Go,  sinners,  to  the  rocks  complain ; 
Go,  seek  the  mountain  cleft  in  vain : 
While  faith,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy,  The  Lord  is  come  ! 
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ALL  praise  and  thanks  to  God  Most 
High, 
The  Father  of  all  love ! 
The  God  Who  doeth  wondrously ; 

The  God  Who  from  above ; 
My  soul  with  richest  solace  fills ; 
The  God  Who  every  sorrow  stills ; 
Give  to  our  God  the  glory ! 

The  host  of  heaven  Thy  praises  tell; 

All  thrones  bow  down  to  Thee  ; 
And  all  who  in  Thy  shadow  dwell, 

In  earth  and  air  and  sea, 
Declare  and  laud  their  Maker's  might, 
Whose  wisdom  orders  all  things  right : 
Give  to  our  God  the  glory ! 


And  for  the  creatures  he  hath  made 
Our  God  shall  well  provide ; 

His  grace  shall  be  their  constant  aid, 
Their  guard  on  every  side. 

His  kingdom  ye  may  surely  trust, 

There  all  is  equal,  all  is  just ; 

Give  to  our  God  the  glory ! 


I  sought  Him  in  my  hour  of  need  ; 

Lord  God,  now  hear  my  prayer! 
For  death  He  gave  me  life  indeed, 

And  comfort  for  despair. 
For  this  my  thanks  shall  endless  be ; 
Oh,  thank  Him,  thank  Him,  too,  with  me : 
Give  to  our  God  the  glory ! 
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Hymn  49. 
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OTHOU,  from  Whom  all  goodness 
I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee  ;      [flows, 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 
0  Lord,  remember  me  ! 

When  on  my  aching  burthen'd  heart 

My  sins  lie  heavily, 
Thy  pardon  grant,  Thy  peace  impart, 

In  iove  remember  me  ! 

When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  way, 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee, 
Oh,  let  my  strength  be  as  my  day, 

For  good  remember  me  ! 


When  worn  with  pain,  disease,  and 
This  feeble  body  see  ;  [grief, 

Give  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief, 
Hear,  and  remember  me  ! 

If  on  my  face,  for  Thy  loved  Name, 
Shame  and  reproach  shall  be, 

All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame, 
If  Thou  remember  me  ! 

When  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death 

I  wait  Thy  just  decree, 
Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath — 

"  0  Lord,  remember  me  !" 
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THE  lofty  One,  before  Whose  throne 
The  countless  hosts  of  heaven  bow  down, 
Another  dwelling-place  will  own, 
The  contrite  heart. 

God  and  His  Christ  will  not  despise, 
But  will  behold  with  gracious  eyes, 
And  welcome  as  a  sacrifice, 
The  contrite  heart. 

The  Holy  Spirit  from  on  high 
Will  listen  to  its  faintest  cry, 
Will  cheer,  will  bless,  will  purify, 
The  contrite  heart. 

Eedeemer  of  the  world,  by  Thee 
My  soul  would  fain  accepted  be  : 
In  mercy,  Lord,  bestow  on  me 
The  contrite  heart. 
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Hymn  55. 
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LORD  !  Thou  didst  arise  and  say 
To  the  troubled  waters,  "  Peace/' 
And  the  tempest  died  away ; 
Down  they  sank,  the  foamy  seas, 
And  a  calm  and  heaving  sleep 
Spread  o'er  all  the  glossy  deep ; 
All  the  azure  lake  serene 
Like  another  heaven  was  seen ! 


Lord  !  Thy  gracious  word  repeat 
To  the  billows  of  the  proud  ; 
Quell  the  tyrant's  martial  heat, 
Quell  the  fierce  and  charging  crowd : 
Then  the  earth  shall  find  repose 
From  its  restless  strife  and  woes , 
And  an  imag'd  heaven  appear 
On  our  world  of  darkness  here  ! 
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Hymn  81,  1st  and  2nd  verses. 
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1. 

HE  dies !  tlie  Friend  of  sinners  dies ! 
Lo  !  Salem's  daughters  weep  around ; 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies ; 
A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 

2. 

Come,  sinners,  trace  in  sad  review 
His  grief,  Who  bow'd  beneath  your  load : 
He  gave  His  anguish' d  life  for  you, 
Pour'd  forth  in  streams  of  richest  blood. 
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With  spirit 


(L.  M.)  Hymn  81,  3rd,  4th,  &  5th  verses. 
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Yet  see !  the  Lord  forsakes  the  tomb ; 
In  vain  His  foes  forbid  His  rise  ; 
Angelic  legions  guard  Him  home, 
And  shout  His  welcome  to  the  skies. 

4. 

Cease,  cease  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 
How  high  your  great  Deliverer  reigns  ; 
Sing  how  He  spoil'd  the  hosts  of  hell, 
And  led  the  captive  Death  in  chains. 

5. 

Sing,  "  Live  for  ever,  Wondrous  King ! 
Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save ; 
Thine  arm  has  torn  from  death  its  sting, 
And  snatch' d  the  victory  from  the  grave." 
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There  the  glorious  triumph  waits  :  hal. 

Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates  !  hal. 

Christ  has  vanquish' d  death  and  sin,  hal, 

Take  the  King  of  Glory  in.  hal. 


Lo !  the  heav'n  its  Lord  receives !  hal. 

Yet  He  loves  the  earth  He  leaves ;  hal. 

Though  returning  to  His  throne,  hal. 

Still  He  calls  mankind  His  own.  hal. 


Still  for  us  He  intercedes, 
His  prevailing  death  He  pleads  : 
Near  Himself  prepares  our  place, 
Harbinger  of  human  race. 


HAL. 
HAL. 
HAL. 
HAL. 


Oh  !  though  parted  from  our  sight 
Far  above  yon  azure  height, 
Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise, 
Seeking  thee  above  the  skies. 


HAL. 
HAL. 
HAL. 
HAL. 
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Hymn  113. 
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WE  saw  Thee  not  when  Thou  didst  tread, 
In  mortal  form,  this  sinful  earth, 
Nor  heard  Thy  voice  restore  the  dead, 
And  wake  them  to  a  second  birth  : 
But  we  believe  that  Thou  didst  come, 
And  leave  for  us  Thy  glorious  home. 

We  were  not  with  Thee  on  the  wave, 
When  Thou  the  stormy  sea  didst  bind, 
Nor  saw  the  health  Thy  blessing  gave 
To  lame  and  sick,  to  deaf  and  blind, 
But  we  believe  the  Fount  of  light 
Could  give  the  darken' d  eyeballs  sight. 

We  did  not  see  Thee  lifted  high 

Amid  that  wild  and  savage  crew, 

Nor  heard  Thy  meek,  imploring  cry, 

"  Forgive,  they  know  not  what  they  do  :" 

Yet  we  believe  the  deed  was  done, 

Which  shook  the  earth,  and  veil'd  the  sun. 

We  stood  not  by  the  empty  tomb 

Where  late  Thy  sacred  body  lay ; 

Nor  sat  within  that  upper  room, 

Nor  met  Thee  in  the  open  way  : 

But  we  believe  that  angels  said, 

"  Why  seek  the  living  midst  the  dead  ?  " 

We  did  not  mark  the  chosen  few, 

When  Thou  didst  through  the  clouds  ascend, 

First  lift  to  heaven  their  wondering  view, 

Then  to  the  earth  all  prostrate  bend  : 

But  we  believe  that  mortal  eyes 

Beheld  that  journey  to  the  sides. 

And  nowT  that  Thou  dost  reign  on  high, 
And  thence  Thy  faithful  people  bless, 
No  ray  of  glory  from  the  sky 
Doth  shine  upon  our  wilderness : 
Yet  we  believe  that  Thou  art  there, 
And  sing  Thy  praise,  and  lift  our  prayer. 
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YE  that  stand  on  hallow'd  ground 
Listening  to  the  joyful  sound, 
Lost  and  guilty  as  ye  are, 
Full  of  sorrow,  sin,  and  care, 
Glorify  the  King  of  Kings, 
Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 

Men  of  high  and  low  degree, 
Children  of  one  family, 
Ye  whom  God  hath  largely  bless'd, 
Ye  whom  want  hath  sorely  press' d, 
Glorify  the  King  of  Kings, 
Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 

Turn  to  Christ  your  suppliant  eyes, 
View  His  perfect  sacrifice  ; 
See  in  Him  your  sins  forgiven, 
Follow  in  His  steps  to  heaven ; 
Glorify  the  King  of  Kings, 
Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 
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COME,  Thou  bright  and  morning  star, 
Light  of  light,  without  beginning, 
Shine  upon  us  from  afar, 
That  we  may  be  kept  from  sinning  ; 
Drive  away  by  Thy  clear  light 
Our  dark  night. 


Let  Thy  grace,  like  morning  dew 
Falling  upon  barren  places, 

Comfort,  quicken,  and  renew 
Our  parch'd  souls  and  dying  graces  ; 

Bless  Thy  flock  from  Thy  rich  store, 
Evermore. 


May  Thy  fervent  love  destroy 
Our  cold  works,  in  us  awaking 

Ardent  zeal  and  holy  joy, 
At  the  purple  morn's  first  breaking  : 

Let  us  truly  rise,  ere  yet 
Life  has  set. 


Ah  !  Thou  Day-star  from  on  high, 
Grant  that  at  Thy  next  appearing, 

We,  who  in  the  grave  do  lie, 
May  arise,  Thy  summons  hearing  ; 

And  rejoice  in  our  new  life, 
Far  from  strife. 


Light  us  to  those  heavenly  spheres^ 
Son  of  Grace,  in  glory  shrouded ; 

Lead  us  through  this  vale  of  tears, 
To  the  land  where  days  unclouded, 

Purest  joy,  and  perfect  peace, 
Never  cease. 
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APILGKIM  here  I  wander, 
On  earth  have  no  abode  ; 
My  fatherland  is  yonder, 

My  home  is  with  my  God. 
For  here  I  journey  to  and  fro ; 

There  in  eternal  rest 
Will  God  His  gracious  gift  bestow 
On  all  the  toil- oppress' d. 


For  what  hath  life  been  giving, 

From  youth  up  till  this  day, 
But  constant  toil  and  striving 

Far  back  as  thought  can  stray  ? 
How  many  a  day  of  toil  and  care, 

How  many  a  night  of  tears, 
Hath  pass'd  in  grief  that  none  could  share, 

In  lonely  anxious  fears ! 


How  many  a  storm  hath  lighten' d 

And  thunder' d  round  my  path  ! 
And  winds  and  rains  have  frighten' d 

My  heart  with  fiercest  wrath  : 
And  cruel  envy,  hatred,  scorn, 

Have  darken' d  oft  my  lot ; 
And  patiently  reproach  I've  borne, 

Though  I  deserv'd  it  not. 


Then  through  this  life  of  dangers 

I  onward  take  my  way  ; 
But  in  this  land  of  strangers 

I  do  not  think  to  stay : 
But  onward  on  the  road  I  fare, 

That  leads  me  to  my  home ; 
My  Father's  comfort  waits  me  there, 
When  I  have  overcome. 


17 


Itctarmi. 


No.  13. 
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APPROACH,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat 
Where  Jesus  answers  prayer ; 
There  humbly  fall  before  His  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea, 

With  this  I  venture  nigh ; 
Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  Thee, 

And  such,  0  Lord,  am  I. 


Bow'd  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin, 

By  Satan  sorely  press'd ; 
Fightings  without,  and  fears  within,— 

I  come  to  Thee  for  rest. 

Be  Thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place, 
That,  shelter' d  near  Thy  side, 

I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  tell  him  Thou  hast  died. 


O  wondrous  love  !  to  bleed  and  die, 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 

That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  Thy  gracious  Name. 
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Hymn  183. 
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THEEE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 
Stand  dress' d  in  living  green  : 

So  to  the  Jews  fair  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  roll'd  between. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides 

And  never-fading  flowers : 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 


But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger  shivering  on  the  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

O  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 
Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 

And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  faith's  enlighten  d  eyes. 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 

Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold 
flood, 
Could  fright  us  from  the  shore ! 
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OLORD,  Thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
And  fix  my  frail  inconstant  heart ; 
Henceforth  my  chief  desire  shall  be, 
To  dedicate  myself  to  Thee, — 
To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee ! 

Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  heart  with  joy ; 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  Thee, — 
On  Thee,  my  God,  on  Thee ! 


Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thou'rt  present,  Lord,  in  every  place ; 
And  whereso'er  my  lot  may  be, 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  Thee — 
To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee ! 

Eenouncing  every  worldly  thing, 
Safe  'neath  the  covert  of  Thy  wing, 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall 

be, 
That  all  I  want  I  find  in  Thee, — 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee ! 
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Let  me  feel  Thee  near  when  I  stand,  On  the  edge  of  the  shore  of  death. 
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LORD  Jesus  Christ,  True  Man  and  God, 
Who  borest  anguish,  scorn,  the  rod, 
And  died'st  at  last  upon  the  tree, 
To  bring  Thy  Father's  grace  to  me; 
I  pray  Thee  through  that  bitter  woe, 
Let  me,  a  sinner,  mercy  know. 


When  comes  the  hour  of  failing  breath, 
And  I  must  wrestle,  Lord,  with  death ; 
When  from  my  sight  all  fades  away, 
And  when  my  tongue  no  more  can  say, 
And  when  mine  ears  no  more  can  hear, 
And  when  my  heart  is  rack'd  with  fear ; 


When  all  my  mind  is  darken'd  o'er, 
And  human  help  can  do  no  more ; 
Then  come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  with  speed, 
And  help  me  in  my  hour  of  need ; 
Lead  me  from  this  dark  vale  beneath, 
And  shorten  then  the  pangs  of  death. 


All  evil  spirits  drive  away, 
But  let  Thy  Spirit  with  me  stay 
Until  my  soul  the  body  leave ; 
Then  in  Thy  hands  my  soul  receive, 
And  let  the  earth  my  body  keep, 
Till  the  last  day  shall  break  its  sleep. 
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NEARER,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be — 
"  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee." 

Though  like  a  wanderer 

(The  sun  gone  down) 
Darkness  comes  over  me — 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'll  be 
"  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee." 

Then  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven, 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given, 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
"  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee." 

Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  w7ith  Thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethels  I'll  raise  ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

11  Nearer,  my  Gob,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee, 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be — 
"  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee." 
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FORGIVE,  0  Lord  !  our  wanderings  past, 
Henceforth  we  would  obey  Thy  call ; 
Our  sins  far  from  us  let  us  cast, 
And  turn  to  Thee  devoutly  all ; 
Then  with  archangels  we  shall  sing 
High  praise  to  heaven's  eternal  King. 

Hear  us,  0  God  !  in  mercy  hear, 
With  sorrow  we  our  guilt  deplore ; 
Pity  our  anguish,  calm  our  fear, 
And  give  us  grace  to  sin  no  more ; 
Then  with  archangels  we  shall  sing 
High  praise  to  heaven's  eternal  King. 

While  at  Thine  altar's  foot  we  kneel, 
And  of  Thy  holy  rite  partake, 
Our  pardon,  Lord,  vouchsafe  to  seal, 
For  Jesus  our  Redeemer's  sake ; 
Then  with  archangels  we  shall  sing 
High  praise  to  heaven's  eternal  King. 
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LIGHT  of  light,  enlighten  me  ; 
Xow  anew  the  day  is  dawning  : 
Sun  of  grace,  the  shadows  flee, 
Brighten  Thou  my  Sabbath  morning ; 
With  Thy  joyous  sunshine  blest, 
Happy  is  my  day  of  rest ! 

Fount  of  all  our  joy  and  peace, 
To  Thy  living  waters  lead  me ; 

Thou  from  earth  my  soul  release, 
And  with  grace  and  mercy  feed  me  : 

Bless  Thy  word,  that  it  may  prove 

Rich  in  fruits  that  Thou  dost  love. 


Kindle,  Thou,  the  sacrifice 
That  upon  my  lips  is  lying  : 

Clear  the  shadows  from  mine  eyes, 
That  from  every  error  flying, 

No  strange  fire  within  me  glow 

That  Thine  altar  doth  not  know. 


Let  me  with  my  heart  to-day, 
u  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  singing, 

Wrapt  awhile  from  earth  away, 
All  my  soul  to  Thee  up-springing, 

Have  a  foretaste  inly  giv'n 

How  they  worship  Thee  in  heaven. 
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Hymn  284. 


WHILE  we  in  supplication  join, 
Before  the  throne  of  grace  divine, 
In  mercy  bow  Thine  ear : 
And  while  we  listen  to  Thy  word, 
Or  praise  Thy  Name  with  glad  accord, 
Amongst  ns,  Lord,  appear. 

Theveil  that  hides  Thy  glo  y  rend, 
In  love  and  saving  power  descend, 

To  visit  Thine  abode  ; 
Here,  to  each  heart  Thy  grace  reveal, 
And  all  who  enter  cause  to  feel 

The  presence  of  our  God. 
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GEACIOUS  Jesu  !  in  Thy  Name 
We  are  gather'd  now  to  hear  Thee  ; 
To  Thy  word 'our  spirits  frame, 
Freely  both  to  love  and  fear  Thee ; 
By  Thy  teaching  be  it  given 
Every  heart  to  raise  to  heaven. 

All  our  knowledge,  mind,  and  will, 
Lie  in  earthly  darkness  seal'd, 

Til  Thy  light  our  spirits  fill, 
Till  Thou  art  in  us  reveal'd : 
Each  good  thought  and  inclination 
Comes  of  Thy  sole  inspiration. 

Light  of  Light !  Thou  Word  divine  ! 
Now  prepare  us  to  adore  Thee ; 

Heart,  and  mouth,  and  ear  incline ; 
Bless  us,  Lord,  while  we  implore  Thee : 
Whilst  we  are  Thy  Name  confessing, 
0  Lord  Jesu  !  grant  Thy  blessing. 
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THROUGH  the  clay  Thy  love  has  spar'd  us  ; 
Wearied,  we  lie  down  to  rest : 
Through  the  silent  watches  guard  us ; 
Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest : 
Jesus,  Thou  our  guardian  be  ; 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  Thee. 

Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers, 

Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 
Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers, 

In  Thy  love  may  we  repose ; 

And,  when  life's  sad  day  is  past, 

Rest  with  Thee  in  heaven  at  last. 
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SINK  not  yet,  my  soul,  to  slumber ; 
Wake  my  heart ;  go  forth  and  tell 
All  the  mercies  without  number, 
That  this  by-gone  day  befell ; 
Tell  how  God  hath  kept  afar 
All  things  that  against  me  war; 
Hath  upheld  me,  and  defended, 
And  His  grace  my  soul  befriended. 

Father,  merciful  and  holy, 

Thee  to-night  I  praise  and  bless, 
Who,  to  labour  true  and  lowly, 

Grantest  ever  meet  success  ; 

Many  a  sin  and  many  a  woe, 

Many  a  fierce  and  subtle  foe, 
Hast  Thou  check'd,  that  once  alarmed  me, 
So  that  nought  to-day  has  harm'd  me. 

Yes,  our  wisdom  vainly  ponders, 
Fathoms  not  Thy  loving  thought ; 

Never  tongue  can  tell  the  wonders 
That  each  day  for  us  are  wrought ; 
So  Thou'st  guided  me  to-day, 
That  no  ill  hath  cross'd  my  way ; 

There  is  neither  bound  nor  measure 

In  Thy  love's  o'erflowing  treasure. 

Now  the  light  that  all  times  gladdens, 
And  the  pomp  of  day  is  gone, 

And  my  heart  is  tried,  and  saddens, 
As  the  gloomy  night  comes  on ; 
Ah  !  then,  with  Thy  changeless  light 
Warm  and  cheer  my  heart  to-night ; 

As  the  shadows  round  me  gather, 

Keep  me  close  to  Thee,  my  Father. 

0  Thou  mighty  God,  now  hearken 

To  the  prayer  Thy  child  hath  made ; 
Jesus,  while  the  night  hours  darken, 

Be  Thou  still  my  hope,  my  aid ; 

Holy  Ghost,  on  Thee  I  call, 

Friend  and  Comforter  of  all, 
Hear  my  earnest  prayer,  0  hear  me ! 
Lord,  Thou  nearest,  Thou  art  near  me. 
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FATHER !  by  Thy  love  and  power, 
Comes  again  the  evening  hour : 
Light  has  vanished,  labours  cease, 
Weary  creatures  rest  in  peace. 
Thou,  Whose  genial  dews  distil 
On  the  lowliest  weed  that  grows, 
Father !  guard  our  couch  from  ill, 
Lull  Thy  creatures  to  repose  : 
We  to  Thee  ourselves  resign  ; 
Let  our  latest  thoughts  be  Thine. 

Saviour  !  to  Thy  Father  bear 
This  our  feeble  evening  prayer — 
Thou  hast  seen  how  oft  to-day 
We  like  sheep  have  gone  astray  ; 
Worldly  thoughts,  and  thoughts  of  pride, 
Wishes  to  Thy  Cross  untrue, 
Secret  faults,  and  undescried, 
Meet  Thy  spirit-piercing  view  : 
Blessed  Saviour  !  yet  through  Thee 
Pray  that  these  may  pardon'd  be. 

Holy  Spirit  !  breath  of  balm  ! 
Fall  on  us  in  evening's  calm ; 
Yet  awhile,  before  we  sleep, 
We  with  Thee  will  vigils  keep : 
Lead  us  on  our  sins  to  muse, 
Give  us  truest  penitence  ; 
Then  the  love  of  God  infuse, 
Breathing  humble  confidence  : 
Melt  our  spirits,  mould  our  will, 
Soften,  strengthen,  comfort  still ! 
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WITH  tearful  eyes  I  look  around ; 
Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea : 
Yet  midst  the  gloom  I  hear  a  sound, 
A  heavenly  whisper,  Come  to  Me  ! 

It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest ; 
It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee ; 
Oh  !  to  the  weary,  faint,  opprest, 
How  sweet  the  bidding,  Come  to  Me  ! 


44) 


When  the  poor  heart  with  anguish  learns, 
That  earthly  props  resign'd  must  be, 
And  from  each  broken  cistern  turns, 
It  hears  the  accents,  Come  to  Me  ! 

When  against  sin  I  strive  in  vain, 
And  cannot  from  its  yoke  get  free ; 
Sinking  beneath  the  heavy  chain, 
The  words  arrest  me,  Come  to  Me  ! 


When  nature  shudders,  loth  to  part 
From  all  I  love,  enjoy,  and  see ; 
When  a  faint  chill  steals  o'er  my  heart : 
A  sweet  voice  utters,  Come  to  Me  ! 


Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die ; 
Earth  is  no  resting  place  for  thee ; 
Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye ; 
I  am  thy  portion  ;  Come  to  Me  ! 

0  voice  of  mercy,  voice  of  love  ! 
In  conflict,  grief,  and  agony, 
Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above, 
And  gently  whisper,  Come  to  Me  ! 
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(46) 


WHENE'ER  again  thou  sinkest, 
My  heart,  beneath  thy  load, 
Or  from  the  battle  shrinkest, 

And  mumurest  at  thy  God  : 
Then  I  will  lead  thee  thither, 

To  watch  thy  Saviour's  prayer, 
And  learn  from  His  endurance, 
How  thou  shouldst  also  bear. 


0  wherefore  doth  His  spirit 

Such  bitter  conflict  know  ! 
What  sins,  wThat  crimes  could  merit 

Such  deep  and  awful  woe  ? 
So  pure  are  not  the  heavens, 

So  clear  no  noon-day  sun, 
And  yet  He  saith  :  "  My  Father, 

Thy  will  not  Mine  be  done." 


Oh,  mark  that  night  of  sorrow, 

That  agony  of  prayer : 
No  friend  can  watch  till  morrow, 

His  grief  to  soothe  and  share  : 
Oh,  where  shall  He  find  comfort  ? 

With  God,  and  God  alone : 
And  still  He  saith,  "  My  Father, 

Thy  will  not  Mine  be  done." 


Hath  life  for  Him  no  gladness  ? 

No  joy  the  light  of  day  ? 
Can  He  then  feel  no  sadness, 

When  heart  and  hope  give  way  2 
That  cup  of  mortal  anguish, 

One  bitter  cry  hath  won, 
That  it  might  pass  ;  yet  "  Father, 

Thy  will  not  Mine  be  done." 


He  speaks  ;  no  more  He  shrinketh  : 

Himself  He  offers  up ; 
He  sees  it  all,  yet  drinketh, 

For  us  that  bitter  cup ; 
He  goes  to  meet  the  traitor, 

The  Cross  He  will  not  shun — 
His  words  were  still  "  My  Father, 

Thy  will  not  Mine  be  done." 


My  Saviour,  I  will  never 

Forget  Thy  word  of  grace, 
But  still  repeat  it  ever, 

Thro'  good  and  evil  days; 
And,  looking  up  to  heaven, 

Till  all  my  race  is  run, 
I'll  humbly  say,  "  My  Father, 

Thy  will  not  mine  be  done." 
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I  ask  Thee  for  a  |  thoughtful  love, 
Through  constant  watching  wise, 

To  meet  the  glad  with  |  joyful  smiles, 
And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 

And  a  heart  at  leisure  |  from  itself 
To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

I  would  not  have  the  [  restless  will, 

That  hurries  to  and  fro; 
Seeking  for  some  great  |  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  thing  to  know  : 
I  would  be  treated  |  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

Wherever  in  the  |  world  I  am, 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellow  |  ship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate, 
And  a  work  of  lowly  |  love  to  do 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait. 

So  I  ask  Thee  for  the  |  daily  strength, 

To  none  that  ask  denied, 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  |  outward  life, 

"While  keeping  at  Thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  j  little  space, 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

And  if  some  things  I  |  do  not  ask 

In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 
I  would  have  my  spirit  J  filPd  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  Thee ; 
More  careful,  not  to  |  serve  Thee  much, 

But  to  please  Thee  perfectly. 

There  are  briars  besetting  |  every  path, 

That  call  for  patient  care ; 
There  is  a  cross  in  j  every  lot, 

And  an  earnest  need  for  prayer : 
But  a  lowly  heart,  that  |  leans  on  Thee, 

Is  happy  anywhere. 

In  a  service  which  Thy  |  will  appoints, 

There  are  no  bonds  for  me ; 
For  my  inmost  heart  is  |  taught  the  truth, 

That  makes  Thy  children  free  ; 
And  a  life  of  self-re  |  nouncing  love 

Is  a  life  of  liberty. 
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TF  thou  wouldest  life  attain, 
If  with  Christ  thou  wouldest  reign, 
Reaping  wisdom  from  the  past ; 
Know,  that  long  as  life  may  last. 
Toil  and  conflict  thee  await 
In  thy  present  earthly  state. 

Labour,  while  it  yet  is  day  : 
Labour,  while  you  labour  may ; 
Labour,  for  the  night  is  long ; 
Labour,  for  the  foe  is  strong ; 
Labour,  for  the  prize  is  great ; 
Labour,  for  the  hour  is  late. 

Soon  the  struggle  will  be  past ; 
Calm  and  peace  will  come  at  last ; 
Soon  through  death's  transporting  door, 
All  thy  pains  and  labours  o'er, 
Thou  shalt  go  to  join  the  blest, 
In  the  realms  of  endless  rest. 


Rest,  from  toil  and  anxious  care ; 
Rest,  from  earthly  wear  and  tear ; 
Rest,  from  ever-present  sin ; 
Rest  without,  and  rest  within ; 
Rest,  which  no  abatement  knows ; 
Rest,  and  infinite  repose. 

Jesu,  Who  for  me  didst  die 
On  the  Cross  of  Calvary, 
Not  in  aught  that  is  my  own, 
But  in  Thy  true  blood  alone 
Do  I  put  my  trembling  trust  ; 
Spare,  0  spare,  a  worm  of  dust ! 
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LEANING  on  Thee,  my  guide  and 
friend, 
My  gracious  Saviour  !  I  am  blest ; 
Though  weary,  Thou  dost  condescend 
To  be  my  rest. 

Leaning  on  Thee,  with  child-like  faith, 
To  Thee  the  future  I  confide ; 
Each  step  of  life's  untrodden  path 

Thy  love  will  guide. 

Leaning  on  Thee,  I  breathe  no  moan, 
Though  faint  with  langour,  parch' d  with 

heat, 
Thy  will  has  now  become  my  own, 
That  will  is  sweet. 


Leaning  on  Thee,  midst  torturing  pain, 
With  patience  Thou  my  soul  dost  fill : 
Thou  whisper  est,  "What  did  I  sustain?" 
Then  I  am  still. 


Leaning  on  Thee,  I  do  not  dread 
The  havoc  that  disease  may  make  ; 
Thou  who  for  me  Thy  blood  hast  shed 
Wilt  ne'er  forsake. 


Leaning  on  Thee,  though  faint  and  weak, 
Too  weak  another  voice  to  hear, 
Thy  heavenly  accents  comfort  speak, 
"  Be  of  good  cheer." 


Leaning  on  Thee,  no  fear  alarms ; 
Calmly  I  stand  on  death's  dark  brink ; 
I  feel  the  "  everlasting  arms," 

I  cannot  sink. 
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OTHOU,  the  contrite  sinners'  Friend, 
Who  loving  lov'st  them  to  the  end, 
On  this  alone  my  hopes  depend, 
That  Thou  wilt  plead  for  me  ! 

When,  weary  in  the  Christian  race, 
Far  off  appears  my  resting  place, 
And  fainting,  I  mistrust  Thy  grace, 
Then,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

When  I  have  err'd  and  gone  astray, 
Afar  from  Thine  and  wisdom's  wray, 
And  see  no  glimmering  guiding  ray, 
Still,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 


When  Satan,  by  my  sins  made  bold, 
Strives  from  Thy  Cross  to  loose  my  hold, 
Then  with  Thy  pitying  arms  enfold, 
And  plead,  0 !  plead  for  me. 

And  when  my  dying  hour  draws  near 
Darken' d  with  anguish,  guilt,  and  fear, 
Then  to  my  fainting  sight  appear, 
Pleading  in  heaven  for  me. 

When  the  full  light  of  heavenly  day 
Reveals  my  sins  in  dread  array, 
Say  Thou  hast  wTashed  them  all  away ; 
0  !  say  Thou  plead'st  for  me. 
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PRAISE  ye  Jehovah,  praise  the  Lord  most  holy, 
Who  cheers  the  contrite,  girds  with  strength  the  weak ; 
Praise  Him  Who  will  with  glory  crown  the  lowly, 
And  with  salvation  beautify  the  meek. 


Praise  ye  the  Lord  for  all  His  loving-kindness, 
And  all  the  tender  mercies  He  hath  shown ; 

Praise  Him  who  pardons  all  our  sin  and  blindness, 
And  calls  us  sons,  and  takes  us  for  His  own. 


Praise  ye  Jehovah  f  source  of  every  blessing — 
Before  His  gifts  earth's  richest  boons  are  dim ; 

Resting  in  Him,  His  peace  and  joy  possessing, 
All  things  are  ours,  for  we  have  all  in  Him. 


Praise  ye  the  Father !  God  the  Lord,  who  gave  us, 
With  full  and  perfect  love,  His  only  Son  ; 

Praise  ye  the  Son,  Who  died  Himself  to  save  us ! 
Praise  ye  the  Spirit  !      Praise  the  Three  in  One  ! 
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PRAISE  we  our  God  with  joy 
And  gladness  never  ending ; 
Angels  and  saints  with  ns 
Their  grateful  voices  blending. 

He  is  our  Father  dear, 
With  Parent's  love  o'erflowing ; 
Mercies  unsought,  unknown, 
On  wayward  hearts  bestowing. 

He  is  our  Shepherd  true, 
With  watchful  care  unsleeping  ; 

On  us,  His  erring  sheep, 
An  eye  of  pity  keeping. 

He,  with  a  mighty  arm, 
The  bonds  of  sin  hath  broken ; 

And  to  our  burdened  hearts 
In  words  of  peace  hath  spoken. 

Bleeding  we  lay,  but  He 
With  soothing  bands  hath  bound  ns  ; 

Dark  was  our  path,  but  He 
Hath  poured  His  light  around  us. 

Graces  in  copious  stream 
From  that  pure  Fount  are  welling, 

Where,  in  our  inmost  hearts, 
Our  God  hath  set  His  dwelling. 


His  Word  our  lantern  is, 
His  Peace  our  consolation ; 

His  Sweetness  all  our  rest, 
Himself  our  great  Salvation. 

Then  live  we  all  to  God, 
On  Him  in  faith  relying ; 

He  be  our  Guide  in  life, 
Our  Joy  and  hope  in  dying. 
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(58) 


PRESS  forward  and  fear  not ;  the  billows  may  roll, 
But  the  power  of  Jesus  their  rage  can  control : 
Though  waves  rise  in  anger,  their  tumult  shall  cease, 
One  word  of  His  bidding  shall  hush  them  to  peace. 


Press  forward  and  fear  not ;  though  trial  be  near, 
The  Lord  is  our  refuge,, — whom  then  shall  we  fear  ? 
His  staff  is  our  comfort,  our  safeguard  His  rod ; 
Then  let  us  be  steadfast,  and  trust  in  our  God. 


Press  forward  and  fear  not ;  be  strong  in  the  Lord, 
In  the  power  of  His  promise,  the  truth  of  His  word  ; 
Through  sea  and  through  desert  our  pathway  may  tend, 
But  He  who  hath  saved  us  will  save  to  the  end. 


Press  forward  and  fear  not ;  we'll  speed  on  our  way  ; 
Why  should  we  e'er  shrink  from  our  path  in  dismay  ? 
We  tread  but  the  road  which  our  Leader  has  trod : 
Then  let  us  press  forward,  and  trust  in  our  God. 
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REJOICE  to-day  with  one  accord, 
Sing  out  with  exultation  ; 
Rejoice  and  praise  our  mighty  Lord, 
Whose  arm  hath  brought  salvation ; 
His  works  of  love  proclaim 
The  greatness  of  His  Name  ; 
For  He  is  God  alone 
Who  hath  His  mercy  shewn  ; 
Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him ! 


When  in  distress  to  Him  we  cried, 
He  heard  our  sad  complaining; 
Oh,  trust  in  Him  what  e'er  betide, 
His  love  is  all -sustaining  ; 
Triumphant  songs  of  praise 
To  Him  our  hearts  shall  raise ; 
Now  every  voice  shall  say, 
"  0  praise  our  God  alway  ; n 
Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him  ! 


Rejoice  to-day  with  one  accord, 

&ing  out  with  exultation  ; 
Rejoice  and  praise  our  mighty  Lord, 
Whose  arm  hath  brought  salvation ; 
His  works  of  love  proclaim 
The  greatness  of  His  Name  ; 
For  He  is  God  alone 
Who  hath  His  mercy  shewn ; 
Let  all  His  saints  adore  Him ! 
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THROUGH  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour 
All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  His  favour; 

All,  all  is  well ! 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  heal'd  us, 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  seal'd  us, 
Strong  the  hand  stretched  forth  to  shield  us, 
All  must  be  well ! 

Though  we  pass  through  tribulation, 

All  will  be  well ! 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well ! 
Happy  still  to  God  confiding, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding ; 

All  must  be  well ! 

We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well !  " 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying, 

All  must  be  well ! 
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(64) 


WE  have  no  home  but  heaven ; — a  pilgrim's  garb  we  wear ; 
Our  path  is  marked  by  changes,  and  strewed  with  many  a  care  ; 
Surrounded  with  temptation  ;  by  varied  ills  oppress' d  ; 
Each  day's  experience  warns  us  that  this  is  not  our  rest. 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven ; — then  wherefore  seek  one  here  ? 
Why  murmur  at  privation,  or  grieve  when  trouble  's  near  ? 
It  is  but  for  a  season  that  we  as  strangers  roam, 
And  strangers  must  not  look  for  the  comforts  of  a  home. 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven  ; — we  want  no  home  beside  ; 
0  God,  Our  Priend  and  Father,  our  footsteps  thither  guide. 
Unfold  to  us  its  glory,  prepare  us  for  its  joy, 
Its  pure  and  perfect  friendship,  its  angel-like  employ. 

We  have  a  home  in  heaven ;  how  cheering  is  the  thought ! 
How  bright  the  expectations  which  God's  own  word  has  taught ! 
With  eager  hearts  we  hasten  the  promised  bliss  to  share ; 
We  have  no  home  but  heaven ; — 0  would  that  we  were  there  ! 
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(8,8,8,4.) 


Hymn  412. 


Verses  1,  2,  3,  4. 


BY  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored, 
We  keep  the  memory  adored, 
And  shew  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord. 
Until  He  come. 

His  body  broken  in  our  stead, 

Is  shown  in  this  memorial  bread — 

And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed, 

Until  He  come. 

His  fearful  drops  of  agony, 

His  life-blood  shed  upon  the  tree, 

The  wine  shall  tell  continually, 

Until  He  come. 

And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  night 
With  the  last  Advent  we  unite, 
The  shame,  the  glory,  by  this  rite, 
Until  He  come. 

(66) 


Last  Verse. 


*& 


jm=T-^-^7t=r 


z*^: 


iSSEiptzi^ 


?^fc 


-fS>- 


-<Si- 


•s»- 


■©t 


"F 


1&- 


■et 


^q-er 


m&mmmm 


et 


oL. -§ 


g 


ri^rci 


:^«: 


^L 


-«>• 


sq: 


^3= 


1-+ 


2± 


iH 


-S>- 


^ 


:^=g: 


-<a- 


-<sr 


z± 


^: 


■e- 


-<Si- 


5£S 


«- 


^"o^r 


t&l 


^."-^ 


-(S1- 


I  J     I 

_gd  -^-  sL 


:ss 


W 


:s^= 


-s»- 


^ 


°i  >S\  q  I 


-s>- 


=£3= 


:s^=^: 


S 


-<S>- 


:s: 


Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard, 
Until  the  ancient  graves  be  stirred, 
And  with  the  great  commanding  word 

The  Lord  shall  come. 
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0LOKD,myKing,and  |  Master,Thou, 
To  Whom  the  choirs  of  |  angels  bow, 
Before  Thy  table  |  kneeling  now ; 
My  Saviour,  |  look  on  me ! 

Thou  with  Thine  6wn  most  ]  precious 

blood, 
Hast  bought  me  for  Thy  |  self,  my  God  ; 
Thine  easy  yoke  is  |  all  my  load. 

My  Saviour,  |  give  it  me ! 

Bind  me  eternal  |  ly  to  Thee 

With  bonds  which  only  |  bind  to  free, 

Let  cords  of  love  my  |  fetters  be. 

My  Saviour,  |  bind  Thou  me ! 


I  love  Thee,  Lord,  it  |  is  my  choice 
To  follow  Thee,  and  |  know  Thy  voice ; 
In  this  blest  service  |  I  rejoice. 

My  Saviour,  |  draw  Thou  me ! 

Thine  am  I,  Lord,  for  |  ever  Thine ; 

I  to  Thy  Majes  [  ty  Divine 

All  that  I  am  and  |  have  resign. 

My  Saviour  |  reign  in  me ! 

So,  at  Thy  feet,  I  |  wait  Thy  will ; 

Let  that  alone  my  |  being  fill ; 

All  earthly  passions  |  calm  and  still. 

My  Saviour,  |  work  in  me ! 
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HO"W  welcome  was  the  call 
And  sweet  the  festal  lay, 
When  Jesus  deigned  in  Cana's  hall 
To  bless  the  marriage  day. 

And  happy  was  the  bride, 
And  glad  the  bridegroom's  heart, 
For  He  Who  tarried  at  their  side 
Bade  grief  and  ill  depart. 

His  gracious  power  divine 
The  water-vessels  knew ; 
And  plenteous  was  the  mystic  wine 
The  wondering  servants  drew. 


O  Lord  of  life  and  love, 
Come  Thou  again  to-day ; 
And  bring  a  blessing  from  above 
That  ne'er  shall  pass  away. 

Oh,  bless,  as  erst  of  old, 
The  bridegroom  and  the  bride ; 
Bless  with  the  holier  stream  that  flowed 
Forth  from  Thy  pierced  side. 

Before  Thine  altar-throne 
This  mercy  we  implore  ; 
As  Thou  dost  knit  them,  Lord,  in  one, 
So  bless  them  evermore. 
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HATL,  thou  bright  and  sacred  morn, 
Risen  with  gladness  in  thy  beams  ! 
Light,  which  not  of  earth  is  born, 
From  thy  dawn  in  glory  streams  : 
Airs  of  heaven  are  breath* d  around 
And  each  place  is  holy  ground. 

Sad  and  weary  were  our  way, 
Fainting  oft  beneath  our  load, 
But  for  thee,  thou  blessed  day, 
Resting-place  on  life's  rough  road ! 
Here  flow  forth  the  streams  of  grace, 
•Strengthen' d  hence  we  run  our  race. 

Great  Creator !  Who  this  day 
From  Thy  perfect  work  didst  rest; 
By  the  souls  that  own  Thy  sway 
Hallow' d  be  its  hours  and  blest ; 
Cares  of  earth  aside  be  thrown, 
This  day  giv'n  to  heaven  alone ! 

Saviour  !   Who  this  day  didst  break 
The  dark  prison  of  the  tomb, 
Bid  my  slumbering  soul  awake, 
Shine  through  all  its  sin  and  gloom: 
Let  me,  from  my  bonds  set  free, 
Rise  from  sin,  and  live  to  Thee  ! 

Blessed  Spirit  !  Comforter  ! 

Sent  this  day  from  Christ  on  high  ; 

Lord,  on  me  Thy  gifts  confer, 

Cleanse,  illumine,  sanctify ! 

All  Thine  influence  shed  abroad ; 

Lead  me  to  the  truth  of  God  ! 

Soon,  too  soon,  the  sweet  repose 
Of  this  day  of  God  will  cease  ; 
Soon  this  glimpse  of  heaven  w7ill  close, 
Banish  soon  the  hours  of  peace  ; 
Soon  return  the  toil,  the  strife, 
All  the  weariness  of  life. 

But  the  rest  which  yet  remains 
For  Thy  people,  Lord,  above, 
Knows  no  change,  nor  fears,  nor  pains, 
Endless  as  their  Saviour's  love. 
O  may  every  Sabbath  here 
Bring  us  to  that  rest  more  near  ! 
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OCOME,  0  come,  Emmanuel, 
And  ransom  captive  Israel ; 
That  mourns  in  lonely  exile  here, 
Until  the  Son  of  God  appear. 

Rejoice  !  rejoice  !  Emmamiel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  O  Israel  ! 


0  come,  Thou  Rod  of  Jesse,  free 
Thine  own  from  Satan's  tyranny  ; 
From  depths  of  hell  Thy  people  save, 
And  give  them  victory  o  er  the  grave. 
Rejoice  !  rejoice  !  Emmanuel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  O  Israel ! 


0  come,  thou  Day-Spring,  come  and  cheer 
Our  spirits  by  Thine  Advent  here  ; 
Disperse  the  gloomy  clouds  of  night 
And  death's  dark  shadows  put  to  flight. 
Rejoice  !  rejoice  !  Emmanuel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  0  Israel ! 


0  come,  Thou  Key  of  David,  come 
And  open  wide  our  heavenly  home, 
Make  safe  the  way  that  leads  on  high, 
And  close  the  path  to  misery. 

Rejoice  !  rejoice  !  Emmanuel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  0  Israel ! 

O  come,  0  come,  Thou  Lord  of  Might ! 
Who  to  Thy  tribes,  on  Sinai's  height, 
In  ancient  times  didst  give  the  law, 
In  cloud,  and  majesty,  and  awe. 
Rejoice  !  rejoice  !  Emmanuel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  0  Israel! 


(73) 


0ttif0ri 


No.  44. 


(8,7,  6  lines.) 


fe 


-G>- 


:~- 


& 


pztz=±g 


•<e»- 


=R=* 


=fcsC 


SfeE 


«S 


3 


±2 


ii       ii 


•<s>- 


w 


± 


O      OiO: 


^ 


^ 


^¥±5 


± 


•o — e»-© 


^=^ 


^I^S^XI 


z± 


£3= 


-1—1- 

:c±z± 


s-<S>- 


35* 


=|: 


=*=& 


isnr^^^-crTn 


1 1. 


u  Z 


j 


^=±^ 


E^ki 


=fcst 


i 


-<S>- 


:£3= 


^=r±z. 


-<S~ 


"£2" 


-&-<s> 


d: 


jgi_.Q_ 


1  i»^    1        1      1      1     1     \j      1 

— _^'Q Q    g    i-s    _     -SH— — 


3 


■&- 


^m~ 


:^z:^=s^=^: 


Sz^z^: 


■& 


-<S> 


"^T 


NOW  to  Him  Who  lov'd  us,  gave  us 
Every  pledge  that  love  could  give, 
Freely  shed  His  blood  to  save  us, 

Gave  His  life  that  we  might  live, 
Be  the  kingdom  and  dominion, 
And  the  glory  evermore. 
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